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Thus was announced the first triumph of the expedition.
Although Golovin reached Rudolph Land on the return journey
with only the dregs of his petrol left, the Pole had been reached!

On May 11 another plane, piloted by Kruze, went off on a
reconnaissance flight. The expedition flew past the eighty-fifth
parallel and then turned back because the clouds were so
thick. For an hour or more Kruze flew above the clouds, and,
since he could find no break, finally turned the nose of the
machine downward. Down the plane dropped through an
evil-smelling fog, until the altimeter showed only 300 feet,
but still not a thing was to be seen. Suddenly a black spot like
a craggy cliff gleamed under the port wing, and Kruze soared
upward again into sunlight. By this time he had no idea where
Rudolph Island was, and he only had enough petrol left for
forty minutes' flying. Yet again he dived into the cloud,
and at once a thin film of ice began to form. The fog belched
below until the plane had dropped to ninety feet, and then
Kruze found that he was flying over freshly formed ice criss-
crossed with dangerous cracks. At last he saw a floe which he
thought big enough to land on. The plane touched the surface,
made a gigantic leap off an icy block, and came to rest.

The crew at once began to unload their emergency rations, and
put up a tent. Then wireless communication was established
with lie base. For two days the weather was so bad that it
was impossible to send help, and even then Golovin, who had
set out, had to turn back because a blizzard reduced visibility
to 600 feet. The nights were bitterly cold, and on two occasions
they were visited by polar bears. Eventually, on the fifth day,
Golovin flew overhead, and dropped three parachutes with
petrol and stores; and two days later, just when their floe
was threatening to break up, they managed to clear a run-way
and fly back to the base.

The bad weather still held up the main flight until May 21,
when at last one machine set off carrying Papanin, Schmidt,
and eleven others. The plane kept in wireless communication
with the camp until the Pole was almost reached. Then
suddenly there came a long silence. Ten hours passed in
terrible suspense. It was impossible to send out a search plane,
because Rudolph Land was shrouded in fog. Then suddenly